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The  Model  Family  Tree 

Bernard  F.  Devlin,  ’26 

BEST  you’ve  got,  suh.  Colored  chauffeur.  Yes,  sub.  Good-hye.” 

The  colonel  look  a deep  breath,  so  deep  that  the  pearl  buttons  nearly 
jumped  off  his  checked  waistcoat. 

“But  Henry,  you’re  so  extravagant!  You  know  a taxi  is  good  enough.” 

“Ah,  but,  my  good  woman,  it  isn’t  every  day  that  one  gets  an  invitation  from  a 
marquis.  Why,  we  should  consider  it  a rare  honor  to  the  family.” 

“Yes,  I suppose  so.  By  the  way,  how  did  you  happen  to  meet  him?” 

“Well,  you  see,  the  marquis  is  quite  a well-known  inventor  as  well  as  a noble- 
man, and  I myself,  as  you  know,  have  an  inventive  turn.  We  happened  to  be  sit- 
ting on  the  same  bench  in  the  park  this  afternoon,  and  we  were  almost  immediately 
attracted  to  each  other.  We  began  to  talk,  and  found  we  had  much  in  common.” 
“Indeed?” 

“Yes,  indeed.  He  has  a plan  all  drawn  up  for  automatic  sidewalks.  Great 
idea!  Well,  he  said  he’d  been  looking  for  a dignified,  middle-aged  man  to  carry  out 
the  business  end  of  the  affair.  He  knew  his  man  the  moment  he  fixed  his  eyes  on 
me.  Seems  to  me  I’ve  met  him  before,  though  I can’t  just  say  in  what  part  of  the 
world.” 

“Yes?” 

“Yes.  And  he’s  invited  me  out  to  his  country  place  tonight  to  talk  things  over. 
Here’s  his  card.  Handsome  thing,  isn’t  it?” 

“Mm.  So  it  is,  indeed.” 

Le  Marquis  Pierre  Joseph  Proudiion 
Clayton  Road 

Extraordinary  engraving,  I’m  sure.” 

“Hm.  Yes.  No  doubt  done  in  Paris,  you  know.” 

“Still,  Henry,  it’s  extravagant  of  you  to  hire  such  a car.” 

“Pooh,  pooh,  little  woman.  You  do  not  seem  to  grasp  the  full  significance  of 
such  an  opportunity  as  this.  Well,  I must  be  down  at  Gendre’s  immediately.  My 
club  suit  ought  to  be  ready  by  now.  You  know  the  marquis  has  promised  member- 
ship in  the  exclusive  ‘Inventors’  Guild’.  When  the  car  comes,  send  it  down  to 
Gendre’s  and  tell  the  chauffeur  to  wait.  Goodbye.  O just  a moment!  If  that 
genealogist^comes  this  evening,  tell  him  to  wait  till  I get  home.  I’ll  be  home  about 
eleven  o’clock.  Goodbye,  my  dear.” 

An  hour  later  the  colonel  was  settled  comfortably  on  the  rear  seat  of  the  big 
car,  viewing  Gendre’s  handiwork  with  a critical  eye  under  the  frosted  lamp.  It 
was  just  the  sort  of  suit  his  grandfather  would  have  been  proud  to  wear, — huge, 
clean-cut,  black  and  green  checks  on  a creamy  background.  Worthy  of  the  DeVigne 
family  indeed!  Never,  so  far  as  he  knew,  had  anything  marred  the  perfect  record  of 
his  family  in  its  various  stages  of  descent  from  Hibernian  to  Southern  to  Bay  State. 
There  was  only  one  thing  that  might  easily  have  done  so.  That  thing  was  a younger 
brother,  Malcolm,  who  had  run  away  fifteen  years  ago  and  had  joined  the  navy. 
He  had  been  a base  lunatic,  a rank  madman,  with  just  enough  wit  to  fool  the  naval 
authorities.  This  fact  had  been  a sore  spot  in  the  colonel’s  pride  until  seven  years 
ago,  when  the  ship  on  which  this  black  sheep  served  was  sunk  by  a German  sub- 
marine, and  the  crew  reported  lost.  With  the  death  of  his  brother  the  colonel  had 
engaged  two  genealogists  to  trace  the  ancestry  of  his  family.  Three  years  ago  one 
of  them  had  reported  that  a great-uncle  on  his  father’s  side,  John  Devine  by  name, 
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was  hanged  in  Louisiana  for  the  murder  of  seven  citizens  of  his  township.  The  genealo- 
gist was  at  once  discharged,  and  it  took  an  enormous  amount  of  energy  and  money 
to  live  down  the  gross  misstatement.  The  other  genealogist  was  let  into  the  secret 
that  he  had  changed  his  name  from  Devine  to  DeVigne  for  social  reasons,  while  in 
France  some  years  before  he  was  married,  and  ordered  that  any  member  of  his 
family  who  might  be  found  should  be  recorded  by  him  as  a DeVigne.  He  was  to 
bear  in  mind  too,  that  the  Devine  hanged  in  Louisiana  was  no  relative  of  his  at  all, 
and  was  not  to  be  recorded.  Only  last  year  this  genealogist  had  died  from  overwork, 
trying  to  seek  out  a DeVigne  worthy  of  recording,  so  yesterday  the  colonel  had  been 
obliged  to  make  an  appointment  with  Hobart  Worthslev,  the  country’s  most  cele- 
brated genealogist,  results  guaranteed.  He  hoped  the  marquis  wouldn’t  keep  him 
too  long.  He  was  anxious  to  set  Worthslev  to  work  at  once.  With  the  much- 
needed  fortune  which  he  would  acquire  as  business  adviser  to  the  marquis,  and  with 
his  family  tree  firmly  planted,  he  would  find  a stand  in  society  worthy  of  one  who 
bore  the  name  of  DeVigne. 

By  this  time  they  had  left  the  main  road,  and  despite  the  huge  shock-absorbers, 
the  colonel  was  tossed  about  considerably. 

“Dis  am  a tough  road,  boss,  an’  I doan’  mean  mebbee.” 

“Is  this  the  Clayton  Road,  suh?”  queried  the  colonel,  looking  out  on  the  rough, 
stony  road. 

“It  sure  am,  boss.  An’  here’s  de  place  what  you’m  a-seekin’,  ’cause  it’s  de 
only  house  on  de  road.” 

They  stopped  and  the  colonel  stepped  out.  What  a God-forsaken  place!  Be- 
fore him  stood  a great,  stone  house, — no  doubt  the  Proudhon  Manor  of  which  the 
marquis  had  spoken.  “The  marquis  must  love  the  wild,  open  country,”  thought  the 
colonel  as  he  crossed  through  the  uncut  grass  and  walked  up  the  stone  steps.  Not  a 
light!  He  searched  for  a bell,  a knocker,  anything — and  found  only  a huge  handle, 
which  did  not  even  turn.  He  kicked  the  heavy  door  with  his  patent-leather  shoe, 
and  turned  sharply  as  the  old-fashioned,  full-length  window  at  the  dark  end  of  the 
piazza  was  raised  cautiously  and  a man’s  head  was  thrust  out.  The  colonel  took  his 
hand  out  of  his  pocket  and  gripped  his  cane. 

“Sh!  It’s  all  right.  Come  this  way,  and  be  careful  of  the  way  you  come  in. 
Walk  easy!  Leave  that  cane  outside.  Take  your  hat  off!”  The  colonel  stood  still. 

“Come.  This  must  be  done  quietly.  Hurry.” 

The  colonel,  squaring  his  shoulders,  crossed  the  piazza,  laid  his  cane  and  hat 
stiffly  on  the  flooring,  and  followed  the  man  through  the  window  into  a large  room 
lighted  by  two  candles.  There  was  no  furniture  and  the  man  directed  him  to  sit  on 
the  floor.  The  light  from  the  candles  fell  over  the  man’s  shoulder  and  lighted  his 
face.  Yes,  it  was  the  marquis  all  right,  but  how  different!  His  lean  face  was  smudged 
with  some  sort  of  soot,  his  smooth  hair  of  the  afternoon  stuck  out  all  over  his  head 
like  wire.  He  wore  a torn  blue  pea-jacket  in  place  of  the  grey  tweed,  and  the  feet 
which  he  had  admired  for  their  nicety  in  their  grey  spats,  were  thrust  into  a pair  of 
heavy  cowhide  shoes,  covered  with  tar.  Evidently  the  marquis  had  been  working 
hard. 

“You’ll  pardon  me,  sir,  I’m  sure,”  he  was  saying.  “But  if  I had  let  you  in  by 
the  door,  one  of  my  enemies  might  have  seen  you,  and  our  work  would  be  worth 
nothing.  Hold  on  a minute.  Pull  down  those  shades,  will  you,  before  I get  out  the 
plans.” 

He  disappeared  into  a dark  closet,  and  after  much  rattling,  followed  by  such 
cursing  as  was  surprising  from  a marquis,  he  reappeared  with  a blue-print  and  a pile 
of  steel  construction  pieces  of  various  shapes  and  sizes. 
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“Sit  down  over  there  nearer  the  candles,  my  dear  sir,  and  as  I explain  my  plan 
to  you,  you  start  on  the  construction  of  the  model.  Here,  start  with  this  as  the  base.” 

The  colonel  took  the  bundle  of  steel  pieces  in  his  arms  and  laid  them  beside  the 
candles  with  a bewildered  air. 

“Now  here  at  A raise  a perpendicular  beam,  bind  it  down  to  the  triangular  sup- 
port, set  the  alternating  rollers  with  two-and-six-seventh  cogs,  cross  the  chains  to 
the  reverse  pulleys  on  the  left,  and  mount  it  on  this  block.  I’ll  go  over  the  remainder 
of  the  plan  in  the  meantime.  Remember,  make  no  noise.  We  must  not  be  detected 
at  work.” 

The  colonel  smiled  a sickly  smile  as  he  looked  at  the  pile  of  steel  and  went  over 
his  instructions  mentally.  All  was  still,  save  for  the  slight  tinkle  of  the  steel  as  the 
colonel  carefully  spread  the  pieces  out  and  set  to  work.  An  occasional  deep  sigh 
broke  from  the  inventor  as  he  bent  over  his  plans,  marking  here  and  there  with  a red 
pencil.  The  candles  burned  low,  the  silence  was  awful.  Beads  of  sweat  broke  out 
on  the  colonel’s  forehead  as  he  tried  piece  after  piece  in  an  effort  to  make  them  fit. 
He  prayed  that  the  marquis  would  not  look  up  till  he  was  finished.  The  slightest 
noise  might  make  him  raise  his  eyes,  and  he’d  notice  that  he  was  having  trouble  in 
making  the  chain  reach  the  pulley  without  bending  the  beam.  He  bent  the  beam  till 
it  reached.  Good!  Now  if  the  marquis  only  wouldn’t  look  up  for  another  hour,  all 
would  be  well.  Then  if  something  were  wrong,  he  could  easily  prevail  upon  him  to 
change  the  plan  to  suit  the  model.  Two  hours  passed,  two  and  a half,  three — and  the 
colonel  leaned  back  and  looked  at  his  model.  What  was  it  he  had  been  making? 
0 yes,  automatic  sidewalks!  It  did  look  more  like  a patent  egg-beater  than  an  auto- 
matic sidewalk,  but  appearances  are  deceiving,  for  after  his  seventh  heavy  sigh,  the 
marquis  looked  up  and  rubbed  his  hands  as  he  gazed  at  the  model. 

‘‘Marvellous,  sir.  An  absolutely  insurpassable  construction!”  The  colonel 
beamed  as  he  mopped  the  sweat  from  his  brow  and  stuck  his  handkerchief  under  his 
wilted  collar. 

‘‘Pooh,  suh.  Child’s  play,  suh.  Why,  when  I was  with ” 

‘‘Hush!  What  was  that!”  At  first  the  colonel  could  hear  nothing,  but  his  ears 
finally  caught  it,  too — footsteps! 

‘‘Under  the  table,  sir — quick!  Pull  the  model  in  after  you!” 

The  pair  crouched  under  the  table,  but  there  was  no  room  for  the  model.  The 
steps  became  louder.  They  were  approaching,  coming  down  the  stairs  from  the 
floor  above.  The  candles,  completely  melted  now,  burned  out,  and  the  room  was  in 
darkness  and  in  silence.  Still  the  footsteps  approached,  and  then  whispering.  Two 
of  them!  O why  had  he  left  his  cane  outside?  The  heavy  door  creaked  horribly  as 
it  swung  open  and  again  more  horribly  as  it  swung  shut.  More  whispering.  Then — 
two  white  forms'.  The  colonel  buried  his  face  in  his  sleeve  and  snivelled.  A ray  of 
white  light  swept  the  room  and  struck  full  under  the  table. 

“Malcolm!  Malcolm!  Is  that  you?  Get  up,  sir,  and  put  that  Erector  Set 
away  immediately!”  It  was  a woman’s  voice.  The  colonel  looked  up  as  the  marquis 
crawled  from  under  the  table  with  a sheepish  look  and  one  of  the  white-clad  women 
took  him  by  the  ear. 

“And  you,  Barney.  Get  out  of  there,  too.  O pardon  me,  sir.  I thought  you 
were  No.  16.  Ah,  it’s  Mr.  DeVigne.  Oh,  I’m  so  sorry,  sir.  You  see  No.  14  is  quite 
bad.  He  thinks  he’s  a French  what-d’you-call-it.  Miss  Hoyt,  I told  you  we 
shouldn’t  have  let  him  out  this  afternoon.  He  always  gets  into  trouble!” 

“Wh-what’s  that?  What  did  you  say  the  name  was?  Malcolm?”  gargled  the 
colonel. 

“Malcolm  Devine.  He  was  brought  here  from  the  Navy  Base.  He’s  pretty 
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bad.  Oh,  I’m  so  sorry  this  happened,  sir!  I’ll  get  your  hat  for  you.  Which  rack 
did  you  leave  it  on?  The  oak  one?” 

“Neither!  It’s  out  on — that  is,  I didn’t  wear  any,  thank  you.”  The  colonel 
recovered  his  composure  and  thanked  the  matrons  as  he  slammed  the  big  door  be- 
hind him. 

The  clouds  had  disappeared,  and  cold  moonlight  bathed  the  ancient  stones  of 
the  stately  “manor”.  The  colonel  took  a small,  beautifully  engraved  card  out  of 
his  pocket,  looked  at  it  for  a long  time,  then  raised  his  eyes  to  the  house.  Through 
the  large  window  he  could  catch  the  silver  gleam  of  his  marvellous  model,  and  above 
the  huge  door  the  golden  glow  of  bold  brass  letters. 

Clayton  Road  Insane  Hospital 

With  a jump  he  sprang  down  the  stone  steps  and  rushed  across  the  unkempt  grass 
to  the  car. 

“Listen  here,  suh.  You  drive  home  as  fast  as  that  thing’ll  go,  and  tell  my  wife 
to  send  Hobart  Worthsley  away.  I’ll  not  need  him.  Send  him  away,  understand? 
Send  him  away!  I’ll  walk  home.  I need  the  air  bad.  Hurry!” 

Finis 


An  Ambition  Achieved 

R.  H.  Faxon  ’25 

IT  WAS  GRADUATION  night  at  Sumner  High.  The  valedictorian,  Gerald 
Clifford,  had  just  taken  his  seat  amidst  the  applause  of  an  admiring  audience. 
He  should  have  been  happy,  but  instead  he  felt  very  sad  and  lonely,  for  this  night 
was  to  end  his  school  days.  How  he  envied  some  of  his  class-mates  who  had  in 
store  for  them  another  four  years  at  Trinity,  Harvard  or  Yale!  Indeed,  it  had  been 
only  by  the  greatest  amount  of  ambition  on  Gerald’s  part,  together  with  outside 
work  early  and  late  that  he,  an  inmate  of  the  Home  for  Orphaned  Children,  had 
been  enabled  to  continue  his  education  thus  far. 

Although  at  the  time  of  Gerald’s  birth  his  parents  were  in  comfortable  circum- 
stances, a series  of  unforeseen  misfortunes  had  reduced  them  to  poverty.  Mr.  Clif- 
ford had  lent  considerable  money  to  his  best  friend,  who  had  invested  it  foolishly 
and  who  had  died  before  he  had  repaid  the  sum.  The  widow  had  been  unable  to 
refund  the  money  at  that  time  and  so  Mr.  Clifford  had  let  the  matter  rest,  little 
realizing  that  his  kindness  of  heart  would  result  in  hardships  for  his  own  wife  and 
boy.  Yet  such  is  often  the  case;  and  the  innocent  pay  the  penalty.  In  less  than  a 
month  after  his  friend’s  death,  Mr.  Clifford  himself  was  killed  in  a railroad  accident. 

Gerald  was  then  only  three  years  old.  Mrs.  Clifford  spent  most  all  of  the  money 
that  was  left  in  supporting  Gerald  and  herself  for  the  following  five  years.  The 
little  fellow  did  all  he  could  to  help  his  mother.  He  delivered  newspapers  at  an 
hour  when  most  tots  his  age  were  in  bed  and  asleep.  He  ran  errands  for  the  neighbors 
and  even  caddied  occasionally  when  the  older  boys  were  all  busy.  It  is  true  that 
during  this  critical  time  Mrs.  Clifford  had  been  offered  financial  aid  by  some  of  Mr. 
Clifford’s  friends.  She  had  refused  to  accept  it,  however,  foi  she  felt  that,  had  she 
done  so,  it  would  have  been  dishonoring  her  husband’s  memory.  Instead,  she  took 
in  washing  at  her  home.  When  Gerald  was  eight  years  old  his  mother  suddenly 
died  from  pneumonia  which  she  had  contracted  one  wintry  day  when  hanging  up  the 
clothes  outdoors.  This  left  the  little  lad  alone  in  the  world,  for  he  had  no  near  rela- 
tives. People  who  had  formerly  offered  to  help  Mrs.  Clifford  balked  at  the  idea 
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of  adopting  Gerald.  There  was  only  one  thing  that  he  could  do  and  that  was  to 
go  to  the  Home  for  Orphaned  Children. 

Here  Gerald  soon  became  a favorite,  both  with  the  overseers  and  with  the  or- 
phans. His  ready  and  cheerful  obedience  to  all  rules  won  the  regard  of  the  former, 
and  his  general  good  nature  made  him  a leader  among  his  companions.  His  teachers 
in  the  little  school  that  the  orphans  attended  spoke  highly  of  his  progress  and  al 
though  the  pupils  generally  stopped  their  schooling  when  they  graduated  from  the 
grammar  grades,  yet  an  exception  was  made  in  his  case  on  account  of  his  scholarship. 
He  was  allowed  to  enter  the  Sumner  High  School,  with  the  understanding,  however, 
that  his  afternoons  should  be  spent  in  the  general  work  of  the  Asylum,  which  sought 
to  be  self-supporting  through  the  help  given  by  the  children  from  fourteen  to  eight- 
een years  of  age. 

So  conscientious  was  he  at  school  that,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  he  had  little  time, 
foi  outside  study,  he  kept  well  up  in  his  classes,  and  at  the  end  of  the  fourth  year 
had  the  great  happiness  of  learning  that  he  was  the  valedictorian. 

On  the  night  of  graduation  how  he  wished  that  his  parents  could  have  been 
there  to  glory  in  his  success!  Instead,  only  the  superintendent  of  the  Home  was 
present,  who,  though  a kind  friend,  was  still  not  like  one  of  his  own  family.  More- 
over, the  evening  was  saddened  by  the  talk  of  the  boys  about  “next  year.”  He 
made  up  his  mind  then  and  there  that“next  year” would  find  him  studying  somewhere, 
too.  Mr.  Langlon,  the  principal  of  Sumner  High,  had  told  him  that  he  would  try 
to  secure  a summer  position  for  him.  One  can  well  imagine  the  joy  of  Gerald,  when, 
after  the  exercises  were  completed,  Mr.  Langlon  went  up  to  congratulate  him  and 
to  inform  him  that  a position  had  been  secured  for  him  as  bell  boy  at  a summer 
hotel  at  Bar  Harbor,  Maine. 

Gerald  hardly  slept  that  night  thinking  of  the  great  opportunity  in  store  for 
him.  In  less  than  a week  he  began  his  duties.  Here  again,  Gerald’s  good  nature 
and  cheerfulness  made  him  very  popular  with  the  guests;  and  the  other  bell  boys 
liked  him  too,  although  they  called  him  “queer.”  The  reason  for  this  was  that 
he  would  not  accept  tips.  When  asked  why  he  took  this  attitude,  he  told  the  boys 
that  he  was  paid  by  the  hotel  for  his  services  and  that  it  was  only  decent  on  his  part 
to  perform  them  willingly.  They  laughed  at  him;  but,  since  he  took  their  scoffing 
all  in  good  part,  they  really  respected  him  a great  deal  more  than  they  would  have 
done  had  he  not  been  “queer.”  Even  the  guests  learned  of  his  unusual  ideas  on 
this  subject  and,  after  one  or  two  attempts  to  see  if  he  really  did  refuse  the  tips  or 
just  said  he  would  do  so,  they  too  found  his  attitude  was  not  assumed,  and  they  de- 
cided to  offer  no  more  money,  but  to  make  up  a purse  to  be  given  to  him  when  the 
season  closed.  Of  course  Jerry  did  not  know  this,  and  as  the  summer  advanced  he 
could  not  help  wondering  if  he  would  have  enough  for  his  tuition  as  a freshman  in 
college. 

During  the  last  fortnight  Jerry  had  an  additional  duty  assigned  him,  owing  to 
sickness  on  the  part  of  the  regular  baggage  man.  Jerry  had  to  go  to  the  wharf 
daily  and  get  the  trunks  for  the  hotel.  The  arrival  of  the  boat  from  Portland  was 
the  big  event  of  the  day.  All  the  “natives,”  as  well  as  all  the  summer  guests,  crowded 
to  the  pier  to  join  in  the  general  excitement.  Of  course  the  nurse- maids  assembled 
in  full  force,  and  it  must  be  confessed  their  supervision  of  their  young  charges  was 
considerably  relaxed  when  the  boat  came  up  the  wharf. 

It  happened  one  day  that  Reginald  Broad,  son  of  Congressman  and  Mrs.  Broad 
of  Illinois,  and  his  nurse  were  among  the  people  on  the  pier  when  the  nurse  espied  a 
line  looking  sailor  with  whom  she  was  carrying  on  a mild  flirtation  just  at  the  same 
time  that  Reggie  espied-  a small  rowboat  with  a couple  of  boys  in  it  who  were  fishing 
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near  the  pier.  He  ran  to  the  edge  to  get  a better  view  of  the  fish  and  clapped  his 
hands  in  delight  as  he  bent  over  to  see  the  speckled  beauties.  Alas!  a little  too  far 
he  leaned,  and  a splash  sounded  just  as  the  nurse  turned  to  look  for  the  boy.  She 
screamed,  and  almost  simultaneously  there  came  a second  splash.  Jerrv  had  seen 
the  child  fall  over,  and  in  less  than  a minute  had  jumped  in  after  him.  Before  half 
the  people  on  the  pier  were  aware  that  an  accident  had  happened  it  was  all  over,  and 
the  child  was  safe  again  in  the  arms  of  the  sobbing  nurse.  Thoroughly  terrified 
and  ashamed  of  her  negligence,  she  rushed  back  to  the  hotel  and  stammered  an  in- 
coherent story  to  the  bewildered  parents. 

Jerry,  meanwhile,  although  soaking  wet,  put  the  trunks  for  the  hotel  on  the 
truck  and  then  hurriedly  drove  back  with  them.  A quick  change  into  dry  clothing 
transformed  him  into  the  bell  boy  again,  and  he  went  back  to  his  duties  as  if  nothing 
had  happened. 

Late  that  evening,  however,  something  did  happen.  A summons  came  to  Jerry 
to  report  at  Congressman  Broad’s  room  after  duty.  Meanwhile  the  Congressman 
had  not  been  idle.  He  had  spent  the  evening  making  minute  inquiries  in  regard 
to  Gerald’s  early  life.  He  had  kept  the  telephone  wires  to  the  Orphan’s  Home  busy 
for  an  hour,  and  the  more  he  learned  about  Gerald  the  stronger  became  his  deter- 
mination to  carry  out  the  idea  suggested  by  his  grateful  wife.  So  it  was  that  he  had 
left  word  for  the  lad  to  report  at  his  room  when  work  was  over. 

When  Gerald  arrived,  the  parents  expressed  their  thanks  for  his  brave  deed 
so  heartily  that  he  was  almost  embarrassed  by  their  words  of  praise.  Then  came 
the  great  offer.  Would  Jerry  care  to  live  with  them  for  the  rest  of  his  life? 

Words  failed  the  poor  boy.  A glorious  future  opened  its  doors  to  him, — college, 
a home,  true  friends — and  all  because  he  had  been  true  to  his  ideals  and  had  always 
tried  to  do  what  he  knew  to  be  right. 

Exchange  Department 

The  Sagamore,  Brookline  High  School,  Brookline,  Mass.  (Issue  of  March  27). 

— A very  good  eight-page  bi-weekly  newspaper.  They  use  more  space  listing  their 
exchanges  than  commenting  on  them.  We  wonder  if  the  author  of  “Types”  (an 
article  on  the  different  types  of  youths  and  girls  who  make  up  a class)  is  one  of  the 
mouselike  girls  who  ought  to  be  pitied.  We  guessed  that  it  was  a girl  because  no 
boy  would  misspell  “sheik”.  Student  activities  are  large  at  B.  H.  S.,  we  perceive. 
We  like  the  Sags  Current  Events  column  very  much.  Had  space  permitted  we 
should  have  had  a similar  column  in  the  Register  this  month.  The  extremely  small 
size  of  this  exchange  department  is  due  to  that  self-same  lack  of  space. 

As  Others  See  Us 

The  Shuttle,  Practical  Arts  High  School,  says  of  us: — “One  of  our  best  exchang- 
es. As  usual,  your  literary  department  is  worthy  of  mention.” 

The  Medford  High  School  Review  comments  as  follows: — “Your  Story  Contest 
is  a good  idea.  Some  essays  will  improve  your  magazine.  Why  not  solicit  more 

advertisements  to  swell  your  working  fund?” 

* * * * * 

The  Student,  Holmes  H.  S.,  Covington,  Ky..  remarks  about  us: — “Clever  and 
appropriate  headings  and  cartoons  add  the  needed  spice  to  a very  exceptional  humor 
number  which  is  well  edited.” 
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Defender  of  the  Castle 

A.  R.  Rosenberg , ’26. 

The  sun  cast  a lingering  mantle  of  shadow-tinged  light  over  the  castle,  high 
perched  on  the  bare  cliff.  The  ruddy  light  suffused  the  cold  gray  walls  with  a touch 
of  summer,  a summer  now  grown  old.  It  showed  the  rugged  contours  of  the  battle- 
ments; it  glinted  strangely  against  the  queer  oiled  paper  set  in  the  squinting  win- 
dows; it  shrank  from  the  muddy  water  lying  listless  in  the  moat. 

The  lowered  drawbridge  was  a path  of  gold  upon  which  a dazzling  reflection  of 
light-rays  was  set.  The  sun  seemed  especially  fond  of  this  very  spot;  it  danced,  in 
reflections,  on  the  shimmering  focal  point. 

And  what  was  this  glow?  It  was  a knight  clad  in  armor  that  bore  a vivid  red 
serpent  ready  coiled  to  defend  not  only  itself  but  its  wearer. 

The  knight’s  visor  was  up;  the  sun,  reflecting  from  his  own  rich  trappings  and 
those  of  his  war  horse,  seemed  not  to  disturb  him  in  the  least.  His  outward  appear- 
ance was  that  of  calm  tranquillity.  His  hand,  loosely  dropped  on  the  hilt  of  his 
sword,  rested  motionless.  In  this  position,  his  head  thrown  proudly  back,  his  armor 
a ruddv  red,  his  whole  figure  outlined  by  the  great  ball  of  fire  in  the  west,  he  seemed 
the  personification  of  chivalrous  knighthood.  A kingly  air  was  about  him,  and  he 
seemed  oblivious  to  his  surroundings. 

But  only  without  were  peace  and  tranquillity.  Behind  the  grim  visor,  his  eyes 
v:ere  anxious,  his  countenance  flushed  with  suppressed  anger  and  excitement.  The 
hand  that  seemed  loosely  dropped  on  the  jeweled  hilt  of  his  sword  was,  in  reality, 
^ripping  it  in  a vise.  His  whole  attitude,  viewed  at  closer  range,  was  one  of  snap- 
ping tension,  tension  as  great  as  that  on  one  of  those  clanking  chains  that  raised  the 
drawbridge.  The  horse  seemed  to  have  caught  something  of  the  spirit  of  its  rider. 
It  too,  wTas  taut,  on  edge.  Yet,  while  the  sun  sank  into  the  rugged  mountains  in 
the  west,  while  the  surrounding  countryside  changed  from  a sparkling  green  to  a dull 
jade,  still  the  horse  and  its  rider  stood  rooted  to  the  spot. 

Then,  slowlv,  he  lowered  his  visor,  wheeled  his  horse  about  and  rode  under  the 
stone  arch  into  the  castle. 

And  softly,  dimly,  there  drifted  through  the  noise  of  the  clanking  chains  raising 
the  drawbridge  a low,  potent  voice,  the  voice  of  the  Knight  of  the  Serpent: 

“Look  to  thy  weapons,  my  men.  . . For  though  the  varlet  came  not  today, 
the  night  is  still  to  come.  He  may  attempt  entrance  then.  So  guard  well  both  me 
and  my  castle.” 

A hoarse  murmur  of  assent  . . . the  clank  of  chains.  . . silence  . . . .the  beat  of 

a muffled  drum  ....  stars,  moon  ....  silence. 

************ 

Night  had  covered  the  earth  as  with  a fleecy  blanket;  the  faint  light  of  the  stars 
showed  dimly  upon  the  sleeping  towers  of  the  castle,  upon  the  listless  moat,  upon  the 
raised  battlements. 

The  mellow  moon  made  light  the  castle’s  eastern  wall;  it  shone  clear  upon  the 
bell  tower  w'here  there  fluttered  bravely  in  the  wind  a red,  coiled  serpent  on  a back- 
ground of  white. 

The  soft  tracery  of  the  golden  moon  played  over  the  towrer’s  great  bell,  and 
showred  its  general,  rugged  outline,  its  clapper,  age-worn  and  use-blackened,  hanging 
inert  in  the  great  metal  shell.  It  revealed  on  the  surface  a rust-incrusted  furrow, 
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that  had  been  ploughed  by  a leaden  ball  from  a siege  engine.  And  the  moon  stained 
the  dull  brown  of  the  metal  with  its  own  golden  glow,  leaving  not  the  clumsy,  rather 
crude  affair  that  the  hard  light  of  the  sun  revealed,  but  a rich,  deep-colored  bronze 
swinging  in  the  night  breezes  with  a gentle  creaking. 

Tonight,  the  old  bell  seemed  happy.  Tinkling,  laughing,  joyous  sounds  came 
from  it  as  it  swayed  slightly  in  the  wind.  Tts  shadow  on  the  narrow  platform  three 
feet  below  grew  great  and  then  small  again  as  the  bell  swung  first  to  one  side  and  then 
to  the  other.  Back  and  forth  swayed  the  bell,  and  always  the  same  happy  sound 
escaped  it.  And  why  not?  Was  it  not  the  very  defender  of  the  castle?  Did  it  not 
call  the  yeomen  to  the  defence?  Surely,  then,  there  was  no  good  reason  for  it  to  re- 
main motionless.  So  it  swung  joyously  in  the  wind. 

The  night  was  calm  and  silent  but  for  the  usual  nocturnal  sounds.  An  owl 
hooted  in  the  distance;  a rush  of  wind  rustled  the  brown  leaves  of  the  trees;  the 
splash  of  a pebble  sounded  in  the  muddy  water  of  the  moat. 

But  now  the  still  calm  of  the  night  was  broken  by  an  unseen  force,  a tension 
that  grasped  it  in  clawing  hands.  The  pebbles  seemed  to  drop  into  the  moat  more 
noisily  and  with  much  greater  frequency,  as  though  someone,  unfamiliar  with  the 
spot,  were  trying  to  effect  the  passage  of  the  moat.  Then  these  sounds  passed;  all 
that  was  heard  was  the  fitful  rush  of  the  wind  through  trees.  Yet  by  their  very 
fitfulness,  the  gusts  of  wind  seemed  to  confess  that  they,  too,  were  uneasy. 

These  uncomfortable  sounds,  bringing  uneasiness  because  of  their  unknown 
origin,  stopped.  The  wind  blew  by  the  eastern  wall  of  the  castle,  and  down  with  it, 
borne  along  by  it,  came  the  hoarse  sound  of  a human  voice.  The  moon  revealed  a 
black  cloaked  figure  flattened  against  the  rough  wall  of  the  bell-tower.  In  this  awkward 
position  the  hooded  visitor  seemed  like  some  beetle.  With  a gesture  of  impatience, 
he  brushed  his  long  black  hair  away  from  his  eyes  and  continued  climbing,  alternate- 
ly gaining  a few  feet  and  then  flattening  himself  against  the  wall  to  rest. 

With  the  approach  of  an  invader  the  old  bell  grew  restless,  seeming  to  sense  a 
hostile  presence.  Its  sound  was  no  longer  joyous.  The  wind  whispered  to  its  metal 
shell;  a pleading,  beseeching,  almost  human  cry  was  the  result.  It  chimed  nervous 
utterances  just  as  a restless  horse  in  combat  whimpers  from  excitement.  It  seemed 
that  the  bell  was  crying: 

“O  Knight  of  the  .Serpent,  defend  yourself  from  this  midnight  marauder.  He 
knows  no  mercy;  he  knows  no  law.  Defend  thyself,  O Knight!” 

And  the  Knight,  where  was  he?  Asleep! 

Uneasy,  dreaming  dreams  of  black-hooded  enemies,  the  Knight  tossed  restlessly 
on  his  bed.  In  his  dream  the  black  figure  was  gloating  over  the  conquered  Knight 
and  holding  in  its  black-gauntleted  hands  a jeweled  case,  square,  brown,  with  a 
coiled  red  serpent  for  a lock.  The  knight’s  safe  deposit!  There  was  no  more  to  the 
dream;  it  ended  thus.  So  ended  the  thousand  and  one  other  hallucinations  that 
flitted  through  the  knight’s  troubled  head.  Always  did  the  black-hooded  invader 
taunt  the  conquered  knight  with  the  jewel  box. 

And,  in  truth,  the  jewel  box  was  the  object  of  that  clawing  black  figure,  now 
climbing  the  wall  of  the  bell  tower.  For  if  the  jewel-box,  with  its  contents,  entrusted 
to  the  Knight  by  a courtier  high  in  the  regard  of  the  reigning  powers,  ever  came  into 
the  possession  of  an  enemy,  neither  the  Knight’s  life,  nor  the  life  of  the  courtier  who 
entrusted  it  to  him,  nor  any  of  their  adherents’  lives  w'ould  be  safe;  and  the  one  per- 
son that  was  feared  most  by  those  interested  in  the  court  secret  was  a man  of  great 
physical  strength,  a man  whose  arms  and  equipment  were  always  of  black,  of  the 
deepest  black. 
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Therefore,  the  black  figure  scaling  the  rugged  walls  of  the  bell-lower  was  the  one 
whom  the  Knight  feared  most. 

As  his  black-gloved  hands  drew  him  upward  until  only  a bare  live  feet  lay  be- 
tween him  and  the  belfrey,  the  hooded  invader  laughed  grimly.  With  his  laugh,  his 
face,  revealed  by  a chance  ray  of  the  moon,  showed  evilly.  A snake!  That  was  what 
the  black  figure's  face  brought  to  mind.  A black,  darting  snake. 

While  he  clawed  his  way  upward,  his  strength  ebbed.  His  labored  breathing 
left  him  no  time  for  calling  on  the  evil  spirit  that  favored  men  of  his  ilk;  neither  did 
it  leave  opportunity  for  cursing  the  height  of  the  tower.  His  black  tight-fitting  gar- 
ment was  ripped  and  torn  in  a hundred  places;  it  was  gray  in  spots  from  the 
granite  stone  of  the  wall.  Gasping,  the  spent  invader,  clothes  mutilated,  strength 
gone,  finally  reached  the  bell  tower  and  lay  panting  on  the  platform  beneath  the 
bell. 

His  head  was  enveloped  in  a black  hood  with  two  slits  cut  out  for  eye  holes. 
As  he  lay  on  the  boards  beneath  the  bell,  the  peak  of  this  black  hood  came  within  a 
scant  few  inches  of  touching  the  clapper  of  the  bell.  A few  minutes’  rest  seemed  to 
revive  him;  he  sat  up  and  carefully  fingered  the  little  poniard  that  he  had  carried  in 
his  teeth  as  he  ascended  the  wall.  He  tested  it  on  his  finger  and  pricked  the  finger. 
The  sight  of  the  little  drops  of  blood  oozing  out  slowly  seemed  to  set  him  in  a trance. 
Blood!  He  would  show  no  mercy.  Certainly  the  Knight  should  expect  none.  And 
none  he  would  get. 

The  flag  on  the  bell  tower  flapped  in  the  wind.  Its  vivid  red  serpent  on  a white 
background  appeared  ready  to  defend  its  patron.  Even  the  very  flapping  noise  was 
ominous.  The  black  marauder  drew  back,  his  lips  in  a snarl.  Determined,  he 
arose  suddenly;  his  head  met  a hard  obstacle,  the  clapper  of  the  bell.  He  half 
turned,  looked  up  in  horror  as  he  saw  a great  mass  descending  on  him. 

He  tried  to  scream  to  run,  to  avoid  the  slow  settling  bulk.  He  sagged  to  his 
knees. 

The  bell  was  a bare  few  inches  away,  seemingly  possessed  of  the  demon  of  sus- 
pense. It  hung  an  instant,  then,  with  a crash  that  bore  a triumphant  ring  to  it,  it 
sank  on  the  unfortunate  devil  beneath  it.  A ton’s  weight! 

A groan,  horror-stricken,  filled  with  despair  ....  An  answering  hiss  as  the 


wind  rustled  the  vivid  silken  snake  designed  on  the  bell-tower  flag  ....  stifled 
gurgles.  . . A sound  as  of  air  bubbles  rising  to  the  surface  ....  silence,  utter 
silence. 
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Dick:  “Bill  and  I were  out  on  the  lake 
yesterday,  with  a brand  new  box  of  ci- 
gars. We  wanted  to  smoke,  but  we 
didn’t  have  a match.  What  do  you 
think  we  did?” 

Smith;  “You  waited  till  you  got 
home.” 

Dick:  “Not  on  your  life.  We  opened 
the  box,  took  out  a cigar,  and  that  made 
the  box  a cigar  lighter.” 


“My  roommate  ate  something  on  the 
Glee  Club  trip  that  poisoned  him.” 
“Croquette?” 

“Not  yet,  but  he’s  pretty  sick.” 

REGISTER 

Customer:  “When  is  my  coal  coming?” 
Coal  Dealer:  “I’ve  got  it  slated  for 
you  tomorrow.” 
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THE  ORCHESTRA,  Band,  and  Glee  Club  made  a trip  to  the  Veterans’  Hospital 
at  jl West  Roxbury  on  Tuesday,  April  seventh.  All  three  gave  very  creditable 
performances.  One  of  the  patients  arose  afterwards  and  thanked  our  musicians 
for  the  fine  music.  He  added  that  if  they  were  as  good  in  their  studies  as  they 
were  in  their  musical  accomplishments,  as  he  felt  sure  they  were,  he  believed  that 
the  School  need  worry  little  over  their  future.  The  numbers  played  by  the  Or- 
chestra were  Pierrot  and  Pierrette,  March  from  Tannhauser,  Sullivan’s  Operatic 
Gems,  and  Officer  of  the  Garde.  The  Glee  Club  gave  four  selections:  Aura  Lee,  Stars 
of  the  Summer  Night,  Send  out  Thy  Light,  and  Prayer  of  Thanksgiving.  The  Band 
played  New  Colonial  March  and  ACT  March. 

THE  DEDICATION  OF  THE  WORLD  WAR  MEMORIAL 
On  Wednesday,  April  eighth,  the  tablets,  so  long  covered,  in  the  lower  corridor, 
were  unveiled  and  dedicated  to  those  of  the  School  who  served  in  the  World  War. 
One  tablet  is  inscribed  as  a memorial  to  those  who  gave  their  lives  in  the  great  con- 
flict. The  other  is  a memorial  to  those  who  served  and  returned.  The  exercises 
were  simple  but  fitting  to  the  occasion.  The  School  Band  played  a March  by 
Sousa,  first.  After  this,  Rev.  Frederick  Harrison  Danker  ’97,  read  the  Invocation. 
Isaac  Kogos  ’25,  recited  In  Flanders  Fields.  George  Grindley  Spence  Perkins  ’77,  read 
the  report  of  the  Memorial  Committee  of  which  he  was  the  chairman.  The  other 
members  of  the  Committee  were  Thomas  Franklin  Currier  ’90,  and  Allan  Hiram 
Whitman  ’98.  Dr  Charles  William  Eliot,  our  oldest  living  graduate,  and  President 
Emeritus  of  Harvard,  spoke  for  the  Latin  School  Alumni  Association  of  which  he  is 
president.  Mr.  Campbell  followed  Dr.  Eliot  and  gave  For  the  Latin  School.  Then 
the  Glee  Club  sang  Send  out  Thy  Light,  and  did  so  well  that  they  were  called  on  to 
give  an  encore.  Following  the  selections  by  the  Glee  Club,  Ex-headmaster  Henry 
Pennypacker  read  and  then  translated  the  Latin  inscriptions  on  the  tablets  in  lieu  of 
Dr.  Robert  Montraville  Green  ’98,  who  was  unable  to  attend  the  exercises.  Major- 
General  Edward  Lawrence  Logan  '94,  gave  an  address  in  which  he  spoke  chiefly  on 
the  World  War.  He  read  the  records  of  men  from  the  School  and  cited  cases  of  their 
heroism.  Then  he  gave  the  list  of  the  names  of  the  nineteen  men,  one  a master, 
who  lost  their  lives.  The  band  played  The  Star  Spangled  Banner,  and  then  our 
School  regiment,  under  the  direction  of  Col.  Penney,  passed  in  a review  that  was  a 
credit  to  the  school.  A complete  record  of  the  addresses  made  at  these  exercises  will 
appear  in  the  Graduation  Number. 
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CLASS  DAY 

Friday,  April  17,  the  Second  and  part  of  the  Third  Class  went  to  the  hall  with 
the  First  Class  to  attend  the  Class  Day  exercises.  The  Class  Day  Committee  is  to  be 
congratulated  with  those  others  who  took  part  in  the  exercises  on  the  excellent  work 
they  did  to  make  the  day  a success.  The  orchestra  first  gave  a selection  led  by  Mr. 
Henderson,  and  was  so  applauded  that  they  gave  an  encore.  A quintet  from  the 
first  class  led,  with  Eliot  Daniel  at  the  piano,  in  the  class  song  by  Isaac  Kogos. 
Edward  Michelman  gave  a well  written  and  well  delivered  class  oration.  The  Glee 
Club  sang  and  seemed,  to  the  School  Notes  Editor,  to  give  an  even  better  perform- 
ance, if  possible,  than  at  the  Dedication  exercises.  Abramson  recited  How  Rube 
Played  with  great  vim  and  all  around  excellence.  Next,  Faxon  gave  a very  com- 
mendable performance  at  the  piano.  After  a short  intermission,  the  orchestra 
again  played,  this  time  led  by  Mr.  Wagner.  Isaac  Kogos  and  Eliot  Daniel  played  a 
duel  at  the  piano  and  kept  the  entire  audience  laughing  at  their  humorous  actions. 
Kogos  also  played  a solo  after  his  performance  with  Daniel.  Seiff  gave  the  class 
poem,  a well  written  and  appropriate  composition.  Hon.  Edward  M.  Sullivan  ’14, 
gave  an  address  in  which  he  spoke  of  memories  of  the  Latin  School  and,  among 
other  things,  on  the  meaning  of  the  School  to  its  pupils  and  graduates.  Mr.  Camp- 
bell read  a letter  from  the  Dean  of  the  Freshman  Class  at  Dartmouth  College  in 
which  it  was  stated  that  Burleigh,  Dennis,  Fusonie,  Molina,  and  Nespor  had  secured 
the  best  average  record  in  the  freshman  class  and,  as  a result,  the  Placque  given  to 
the  school  whose  graduates  had  done  the  best  work  was  awarded  to  us.  The  salute 
to  the  colors  ended  the  program  in  the  hall,  and  the  audience  filed  out  while  the 
Orchestra  again  played.  Then  a review  of  the  School  regiment  ended  the  exercises 
for  the  day. 

4:  ^ 

Friday  morning,  April  17,  the  Latin  School  debating  team  defeated  the  High 
School  of  Commerce  on  the  subject,  Resolved:  that  the  United  States  should  im- 
mediately recognize  Soviet  Russia. 

Our  team  upheld  the  affirmative  and  was  composed  of  H.  A.  Wolff,  ’25  and  R.  B. 
Rogers,  ’26.  A.  Isenberg,  ’28,  was  the  alternate.  The  Commerce  team  was  made 
up  of  Bully  and  McCarthy.  A notable  feature  of  this  debate  is  that  our  team  sup- 
ported the  negative  on  this  same  subject  in  the  debate  against  Revere  High,  which 
they  also  defeated. 

R.  B.  Rogers,  ’26  was  picked  the  best  debater  of  the  day  at  Commerce,  as  well 
as  at  Revere. 

There  will  be  a debate  with  Brookline  High  in  the  near  future.  The  subject 
of  this  debate  has  not  been  decided  upon  yet. 

The  banquet  of  the  Senior  Class  on  Thursday,  April  16  was  held  in  the  main 
dining-hall  of  the  Hotel  Westminster.  Dinner  music  was  furnished  by  an  orchestra 
whose  violinist  w'as  the  famous  Izzy  Zarakov  of  Harvard.  The  affair  was  well  at- 
tended, about  one  hundred  Seniors  being  present. 

After  the  minor  feature  of  the  banquet,  the  eating,  Mr.  O’Brien,  the  toastmaster, 
regaled  us  with  some  side-splitting  stories.  He  followed  these  pieces  of  fiction  by 
some  true  stories  of  Latin  School  football  in  the  nineties.  Mr.  Henry  Pennypacker, 
former  headmaster  of  our  School,  and  father  of  Mr.  Thomas  Pennypacker  of  our 
faculty,  was  then  introduced.  He  spoke  “A  Few  Words”  (to  quote  the  program) 
on  the  Latin  School  Spirit  and  urged  us  to  maintain  it.  The  third  member  of  the 
Mutual  Admiration  Society,  was  the  voluntary  manager  of  athletics  in  Latin  School 
for  many  years,  called  by  many,  “the  father  of  Latin  School  athletics,”  Mr.  Campbell. 
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He  told  us  of  the  good  old  days  when  the  B.  L.  S. — E.  H.  S.  game  was  the  football 
classic  to  which  the  Harvard — -Yale  game  was  not  to  be  compared.  Our  other  guest, 
Mr.  Rice,  had  an  attack  of  what  Fred  O’Brien  called  “pharyngitis.”  Ike  Kogos 
disputed  Mr.  O’Brien,  saying  that  he  meant  laryngitis  but  Mr.  O’Brien  persisted  in 
claiming  that  his  word  was  right.  Secretly  we  agreed  with  Kogos,  but  on  arriving 
home  we  made  use  of  the  dictionary  and  found  that,  as  usual,  “Obey”  was  right. 
A half  hour  of  entertainment  by  vaudeville  actors  concluded  the  program. 

The  Dramatic  Club  Play 

The  Whole  Town’s  Talking 

ON  FRIDAY  evening,  May  1,  the  Latin  School  Dramatic  Club  presented  “The 
Whole  Town’s  Talking”  to  a full  house.  The  school  hall  was  jammed  and 
everyone  went  away  satisfied  that  Latin  and  Greek  are  not  the  only  things  at  which 
our  student  body  is  adept.  The  gay-colored  audience,  showing  femininity  at  its 
best,  was  kept  in  ecstasies  of  laughter  throughout  the  performance. 

Harriet  Simmons,  delightfully  portrayed  by  Abraham  Abramson,  proved  cjuite 
surprising.  It  took  many  days  to  persuade  him  to  take  the  feminine  part,  but  we 
can  see  that  he  even  excelled  his  performance  of  last  year  when  he  played  an  elderly 
lady  so  cleverly. 

Harold  Berliner  made  an  excellent  maid.  That  “professional  maid’s”  walk  was 
expertly  given.  Bob  Parks’s  first  appearance  as  a tough,  carefree  taxi-driver  was 
quite  in  contrast  to  the  huge  mountain  of  strength  he  portrayed  later  on  as  a movie 
director.  His  fight  in  the  dark  was  full  of  horrors,  thrills,  and  suspense,  but  we  just 
had  to  laugh  when  we  saw  him  lying  prostrate  on  the  floor. 

Much  credit  must  be  given  to  Lee  Dunn.  As  Mr.  Simmons,  the  old  paint 
manufacturer,  he  ran  true  to  tradition,  an  old  man  always  attempting  to  benefit 
someone  else  and  failing  until  the  end.  His  daughter,  Ethel,  alias  Vic  Crona,  was 
charmingly  marvelous.  Vic  certainly  was  grand,  and  there  remained  no  doubt  but 
that  he  could  give  Julian  Eltinge  a run  for  his  money. 

Ethel’s  choice,  Rogei  Shields,  a young  Chicago  blood,  was  exception- 
ally well  enacted  by  Dave  Sachs.  His  continental  manners  made  a hit  and  his 
French  actually  passed  the  censorship  of  Mr.  Henderson,  and  drew  gales  of  laughter. 

Chester  Binney,  none  other  than  A1  Rosenberg,  of  the  policeman  feet,  was  the 
hero.  After  innocently  getting  mixed  up  with  a movie  star,  he  won  the  leading  lady 
with  an  outburst  of  affection  that  spelled  success. 

Ethel’s  two  school  chums,  Sally  Otis  and  Lila  Wilson,  were  played  by  Howard 
Rubin  and  Ralph  Rogers  respectively.  The  acting  of  both  harmonized  with  the 
balance  of  the  production. 

Kelso  Sutton,  the  movie  queen,  was  very  good.  His  alluring  manner  won  the 
heart  of  the  audience.  Boy,  page  Theda  Bara!  Kelso  is  undeniably  at  the  top  of  his 
class  as  an  actor  of  “vamp”  parts. 

Seiff,  enacting  Sadie  Bloom,  the  dancing  teacher,  was  excellent.  His  taunting 
“Goodbye,  Chester  dear”,  drew  a great  laugh.  Between  the  acts  the  Dramatic 
Club  Orchestra,  under  direction  of  P'ishgal,  rendered  a few  operatic  selections.  Let 
us  congratulate  the  entire  cast  once  more  for  its  splendid  performance.  But  we 
find  no  words  sufficiently  suitable  with  which  to  thank  Mr.  Russo,  without  whose 
coaching  and  supervision  the  play  might  not  have  been  as  immensely  successful  as  it 
was.  Then  again  we  must  thank  Mr.  Campbell  and  Mr.  O’Hayre  for  their  co-opera- 
tion. Thus  do  the  social  functions  of  the  school  year  come  to  a delightful  conclusion. 

— A.  Kouroyen. 
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At  t lie  Monday  morning  exercises  of  April  27,  Mr.  Paul  Donovan  of  the  Red 
Cross  gave  an  interesting  and  comprehensive  talk  on  conditions  among  the  children 
of  Europe  left  destitute  by  the  ravages  of  war.  Mr.  Donovan  touched  especially 
on  conditions  in  Austria,  both  social  and  economic.  The  sufferings  of  the  boys  and 
girls  of  Europe  were  brought  home  to  us  with  a force  that  must  have  made  every  boy 
in  the  hall  realize  how  slight  his  own  little  troubles  were  in  comparison  to  those  of 
the  poor  children  of  the  war-ridden  countries.  Children,  some  not  even  born  at  the 
close  of  the  World  War,  are  now  paying  a terrible  price  for  the  conflict  that  took  their 
fathers  and  brothers.  Hospitals  and  homes  are  being  maintained  in  Europe  by  the 
Red  Cross.  Mr.  Donovan  told  of  the  life  at  a tuberculosis  institute  at  Florence, 
Italy,  where  the  young  patients  bowed  their  heads  at  their  supper  and  gave  thanks 
to  the  American  boys  and  girls  who  had  helped  to  give  them  a meal  costing  three 
cents.  Bear  in  mind,  moreover,  that  this  meal  was  the  heaviest  of  the  day! 

Mr.  Donovan  has  travelled  throughout  Europe  and  is  very  well  able  to  speak  on 
the  conditions  there.  The  Register  joins  him  and  Mr.  Rice, who  has  charge  of  the 
contributions  in  this  school,  in  hoping  that  every  boy  will  donate  as  much  as  he 
feels  he  can  to  this  worthy  cause.  In  the  words  of  Mr.  Campbell,  we  hope  that  every 
one  will  “give  as  much  as  he  feels  he  can  not  afford  not  to  give.” 

A committee  of  boys  from  our  Senior  Class  have  arranged  a semi-formal  dance 
to  take  place  on  the  evening  of  June  5.  According  to  present  plans  the  dance  will 
be  held  at  the  Hotel  Somerset.  While  this  “Prom”  is  not  an  official  Latin  School 
affair,  not  being  held  under  the  auspices  of  the  school,  it  is  hoped  that  many  boys  will 
attend  it  and  thus  contribute  towards  its  success.  The  committee  is  composed  of 
D.  C.  Sachs,  A.  L.  Stott,  K.  H.  Sutton,  I.  Kogos,  and  T.  E.  Flanagan. 

The  Register  wishes  to  express  for  the  school  its  deep  sympathy  with  the  parents 
of  Isadore  B.  Levco.  On  Monday,  May  4,  this  schoolmate  of  ours  departed  this  life. 
Levco  was  a frequent  contributor  to  the  Register.  His  last  story  appeared  in  the 
March  issue. 

Contrary  to  our  usual  custom,  we  are  printing  few  cuts  this  issue;  this  is  to 
economize  on  space  that,  next  month,  we  may  have  a bigger  and  better  Graduation 
Number  than  ever  before. 

Prize  Drill 


The  annual  competitive  drill  of  the  Third  Regiment,  Boston  School  Cadets,  the  Latin  School 
Regiment,  took  place  at  the  Fenway  Playground  on  Audubon  Road,  Friday,  May  8,  1925,  at  9.30 
A.  M. 

The  prize-winning  companies  are  as  follows: 

First  Fourth 

17th  Company  1st  Company 

Captain  Thomas  E.  Flanagan  Captain  John  F.  Scully 

Second  Fifth 

3rd  Company  5th  Company 

Captain  Robert  D.  Parks  Captain  Vincent  P.  Sullivan 

Third  Sixth 

19th  Company  14th  Company 

Captain  Henry  I.  Parks  Captain  Joseph  F.  Birmingham 

Those  winning  in  the  Individual  Drill  Competition  arc:  Paul  J.  McKinnon  (306),  Chauncey  E. 
Seeley  (306),  Francis  V.  Fox  (200),  Benjamin  dayman  (211),  Bennett  M.  Bennett  (211),  Joseph 
Levin  (211),  Frank  E.  Moriarty  (207),  Patrick  11.  Raftery  (214),  William  D.  Wellock  (218), and 
Felix  F.  Talbot  (218). 
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Alumni  Notes 

’97  Rev.  Leo  J.  Logan’s  address  is  the  Corpus  Christi  Rectory,  45  Ash  Street, 
Auburndale,  Mass. 

'98  Louis  J.  Elsas  has  been  elected  vice-president  of  the  Harvard  Club  of  Atlanta, 
Georgia. 

’03  The  Harvard  Law  School  suffers  a severe  loss  in  the  resignation  of  Richard 
Ames  as  secretary  of  the  school.  He  has  served  in  that  office  since  1909,  when 
his  father,  James  Barr  Ames,  B.  L.  S.  ’63,  was  dean. 

’09  Hamilton  V.  Bail  is  now  comptroller  of  Browning,  King,  and  Co.,  men’s 
clothing,  New  York  City. 

’15  Danforth  B.  Lincoln  is  on  the  staff  of  the  circuit  traffic  engineer  of  the  New 
England  Telephone  and  Telegraph  Co.,  Boston. 

TO  On  February  7,  at  the  Unity  House,  Boston,  the  Boston  branch  of  the  Dickens 
Fellowship  reproduced  the  famous  “Boz”  dinner  given  in  Boston  on  February 
7,  1842,  in  honor  of  Charles  Dickens.  At  this  dinner  Frederick  C.  Packard, 
instructor  in  public  speaking  at  Harvard,  appeared  as  Charles  Dickens. 

’20  Isadore  W.  Ein  is  a salesman  for  the  Shaw-Walker  Co.,  filing  cabinets,  de- 
vices, etc.  Park  Square  Building,  Boston. 

’22  Latin  School  was  well  represented  among  the  successful  candidates  for  the 
managing  board  of  the  Boston  College  Heights.  The  following  members  of 
the  class  of  1922  were  elected:  Maurice  T.  Hart,  managing  editor;  Albert  C. 
Fallon,  news  editor;  Henry  F.  Barry,  advertising  manager;  and  Leo  E. 
O’Hearn,  treasurer. 

’23  Leo  Keefe  is  a member  of  the  team  of  the  Marquette  Debating  Society  at 
Boston  College. 

At  the  organization  meeting  of  the  Pierian  Sodality  Alumni  of  Harvard, 
Everett  B.  Terhune  ’95  was  elected  president,  and  Archibald  T.  Davison 
'02  was  chosen  among  the  honorary  vice-presidents. 

The  following  Latin  School  men  were  appointed  to  committees  of  the  Associ- 
ated Harvard  Clubs: 

Committee  on  Service  to  the  University.  Percival  J.  Eaton  T9 
Committee  on  Schools:  Henry  A.  Bellows  ’02 
C.  P.  Middleton  '02 

Committee  on  the  Alumni  Bulletin:  Henry  M.  Williams  '81 

Guy  Emerson  ’04 

Committee  on  Shaler  Memorial:  Charles  W.  Eliot  ’49 
Committee  on  Music  : Archibald  T.  Davison  ’02 


BOSTON  LATIN  4— MILTON  ACADEMY  3 
THE  ball  team  started  off  its  season  in  fine  shape  by  winning  the  first  game  on 
April  15  against  Milton  Academy.  This  is  the  first  time  that  we  have  won 
our  opening  game  in  a good  many  years. 

The  weather  was  fine  when  the  game  started,  but  as  it  went  along  the  clouds 
started  to  come  up  from  the  west.  In  the  third  inning,  with  Milton  Academy  ahead 
2 to  1,  the  first  raindrops  were  felt.  It  was  just  a matter  of  time  before  the  game 
would  be  called.  In  the  fourth  inning  both  teams  scored  once,  leaving  Milton  still 
in  the  lead.  It  rained  hard  during  the  fifth  inning,  but  the  umpire  evidently  couldn’t 
see  the  drops.  It  was  just  as  well  for  us  that  he  didn’t  mind  a soaking,  for  in  the 
first  of  the  sixth  Joe  Goode  won  his  own  game  by  knocking  out  a single  and  sending 
Owens  and  Walsh  across  the  plate.  Milton  failed  to  score  in  their  half  of  the  sixth, 
and  the  umpire  then  called  the  game,  with  the  count  4 to  3 in  our  favor. 

It  looks  as  though  we  should  have  a good  team  this  year.  The  fellows  all  seem 
to  be  able  to  hit  the  ball,  and  none  of  the  first  game  “boners”  were  pulled  at  all. 
Joe  Goode  pitched  a fine  game,  and  hit  for  1000,  besides.  He  really  won  his  own 
game  by  his  single  in  the  sixth.  Walsh,  who  must  have  been  in  hiding  for  the  last 
three  vears,  for,  although  he  is  in  the  first  class,  this  is  the  first  year  that  anybody 
has  seen  him  out  for  baseball,  played  finely  at  shortstop  and  knocked  out  a homerun. 
He  has  a fine  throwing  arm  and  it  looks  as  though  he  will  hold  down  the  short  field 
berth  this  year  for  sure.  Donaghy  and  Mclnnes  played  well  at  their  old  positions 
and  appear  to  be  perfectly  capable  of  holding  their  jobs  again  (his  season.  Martin, 
in  left  field,  looks  like  a real  ball  player.  Sullivan,  Costigan,  and  McDermott  also 
played  well. 

Boston  Latin  Milton  Academy 


ab 

bh 

po 

a 

e 

ab 

bh 

po 

a 

e 

Sullivan,  cf 

. . 4 

0 

2 

0 

0 

Sawver,  rf 

. . . . 4 

1 

0 

0 

0 

Costigan,  2b 

1 

1 

3 

0 

0 

Wood,  2b 

. . . . 2 

0 

0 

0 

0 

Donaghv,  3b 

. . 3 

1 

0 

2 

1 

Putnam,  ss 

. . . . 3 

1 

4 

1 

1 

Martin,  If 

. . 2 

1 

0 

0 

0 

Barbour,  c 

. . . . 2 

1 

7 

2 

0 

Owens,  rf 

. . 2 

0 

1 

1 

0 

Clifford,  lb 

. . . . 2 

1 

2 

0 

0 

Walsh,  ss 

1 

1 

0 

1 

0 

Sprague,  3b 

. . . . 2 

0 

2 

0 

0 

McGuiness,  lb.  . . 

. . 3 

0 

G 

0 

1 

Ticknor,  If 

. . . . 3 

2 

0 

0 

1 

McDermott,  c. . . . 

. . 2 

0 

G 

0 

0 

Batch ’r,  cf 

. . . . 3 

1 

2 

0 

0 

Goode,  p 

. . 2 

2 

0 

4 

0 

Cunn’am,  p 

. . . . 3 

0 

0 

0 

1 

Totals 

. . 20 

G 

18 

8 

2 

Totals 

. . . . 24 

7 

17 

3 

3 

Innings 1 2 3 4 5 G 

Boston  Latin 0 0 1 1 0 2 — 4 

Milton  Academy 0 1 1 1 0 0 — 3 
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Runs,  made  by  Donaghy,  Owens,  Walsh  2,  Sawyer,  Barbour,  Sprague.  Home 
run,  Walsh.  Stolen  bases,  Walsh,  Barbour,  Sprague,  Ticknor.  Sacrifice  hits,  Put' 
nam,  Clifford.  Base  on  balls,  by  Goode  2,  by  Cunningham  8.  Struck  out,  by  Goode  6, 
by  Cunningham  5.  Time,  lh.  30m.  Umpire,  Stewart. 


BOSTON  LATIN  3- SWAMPSCOTT  2 


THE  game  with  Walpole  High  being  postponed  about  two  days  before  the  date 
upon  which  the  game  was  to  be  played  resulted  in  the  hasty  arrangement  of  a 
game  with  Swampscott  High.  It  seems  as  though  nothing  better  could  have  hap- 
pened, for  the  11  inning  game  proved  that  the  team  could  stand  up  well  in  a close 
contest  and,  what  is  still  better,  it  resulted  in  the  discovery  of  a new  pitcher,  Bar- 
rish.  In  11  innings  Barrish  allowed  only  six  hits,  struck  out  three  men  in  the  first 
inning,  and  then  only  let  up  in  his  lone  effort  to  win  the  game  because  he  was  told 
to  save  his  arm.  Inasmuch  as  he  is  a speed  ball  artist,  too  much  of  the  kind  of  pitch- 
ing he  showed  in  the  first  inning  would  spoil  his  arm.  But  he  showed  that  in  a pinch 
he  should  certainly  be  able  to  deliver  the  goods. 

Donaghy  and  Sullivan  scored  for  us  in  the  first  inning  as  a result  of  a base  on 
balls,  a hit,  and  an  error  by  the  Swampscott  right  fielder.  The  game  started  off 
like  a slugfest,  for  in  the  second  inning  Swampscott  tied  up  the  game  with  a brace  of 
runs  by  two  hits  and  a long  fly.  But  after  this  both  pitchers  settled  down,  and  the 
game  turned  into  a pitcher’s  battle  until  in  the  first  of  the  eleventh  Barrish,  who  had 
got  on  base  by  an  error,  came  home  on  Donaghy’s  single  to  right  field.  Swampscott 
failed  to  score  in  their  half,  and  the  game  was  ours.  It  was  a great  battle  to  win. 

Donaghy  was  the  big  batter  of  the  day  with  four  safe  hits  out  of  six  trips  to  the 
plate  and  made  several  fine  stops  also.  Joe  Goode,  who  usually  collects  a hit  or  two, 
failed  to  get  one  although  he  knocked  the  ball  into  the  outfield  four  out  of  five  times. 
Booma  pitched  a fine  game  for  Swampscott,  striking  out  15  men,  but  received  poor 
support  from  the  rest  of  his  team.  Latin  School  went  through  the  game  without  a 
single  error. 


Boston  Latin  Swampscott  High 
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Sullivan,  cf 

5 

0 

3 

0 
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Bailey,  ss 

. . . 4 

0 

1 

0 
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Costigan,  2b 
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0 
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Jordan,  cf 

. . . 4 

1 

3 

0 
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Murphy,  2b 

. . 4 

1 

2 

1 

0 

An’son,  2b 

. . . 4 

2 

1 

1 

1 

Donaghy,  3b 

. . 0 

4 

3 

3 

0 

H.  Booma,  3b. . . . 

. . . 4 

0 

0 

0 

0 

Martin,  If 

. . 4 

0 

3 

0 
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Morse,  lb 

. . . 4 

2 

5 

0 
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Goode,  rf 

. . 5 

0 

2 

0 

0 

R.  Booma,  p 

. . . 4 

1 

1 
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Walsh,  ss.  . . . 
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1 

2 
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Loring,  If 

. . . 3 
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McGuiness,  lb... 
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Hicks,  c 

. . . 3 
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17 
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Owens,  lb 
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Van  A’n,  rf 

. . . 1 
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Burke,  c 

. . 3 
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Davis,  rf 

. . . 3 

0 

5 

1 

0 

Finnegan,  c 

..  . 2 

0 

4 

1 

0 

— 

— 

Barrish,  p 

. . 4 

1 

1 

3 

0 

Totals 

. . . 34 

6 

33 

» 7 

6 

Totals 


7 33  11  0 
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Boston  Latin 2 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 1—3 

Swampscott  High 0 2 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 — 2 


Runs  made,  by  Sullivan,  Donaghy,  Barrish,  R.  Booma,  Morse.  Two-base  hits, 
R.  Booma,  Jordan,  Danahy.  Stolen  bases,  Bailey,  Anderson  2,  Morse,  Danahy, 
Walsh,  Mclnnis.  Sacrifice  hits,  boring,  H.  Booma,  Hicks.  Base  on  balls,  by  Booma 
4,  by  Barrish  2.  Struck  out,  by  Booma  15,  by  Barrish  8.  Passed  ball,  Hicks  3.  Hit 
by  pitched  ball,  Walsh  by  Booma.  Time,  2h.  40m.  Umpire,  Edwards. 

GROTON  7— BOSTON  LATIN  ti 

THE  Groton  game  on  April  22  was  a hard  one  to  lose.  Owens,  who  pitched  the 
first  three  innings,  went  well  for  two  innings,  but  was  withdrawn  in  the 
third  and  replaced  by  Barrish  after  three  runs  had  scored.  It  was  the  first  lime  that 
he  has  ever  attempted  the  role  of  pitcher  and  although  he  was  hit  freely  in  the  third, 
lie  should  prove  a good  pitcher  when  he  has  more  experience. 

Latin  School  scored  thrice  in  the  first  inning,  but  Groton  went  ahead  in  the 
scoring  by  getting  four  runs  in  the  third  inning  and  one  in  the  fourth. 

The  fifth  inning,  however,  saw  the  count  tied.  Martin  went  to  first  on  a pass 
and  scored  on  Joe  Goode’s  three  bagger,  who  in  turn  scored  on  Walsh’s  single. 

Both  teams  played  a tight  game  after  this  and  at  the  end  of  the  ninth,  the  score 
was  still  tied.  Things  looked  pretty  good  for  us  in  the  tenth  when  Sullivan  scored 
in  our  half,  but  the  game  went  to  Groton  when  they  scored  two  runs  in  the  last 
half  of  the  same  inning. 

Barrish  showed  up  well  as  a relief  twirler  and  might  have  won  the  game  with  a 
little  better  support.  The  error  column  was  quite  different  than  on  the  previous 
Saturday,  with  six  mistakes  chalked  up  for  us.  Goode  and  Donaghy  were  again  the 
heavy  hitters.  McGehee,  first  base  for  Groton  School,  played  a fine  game. 


The  summary 
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Verge,  2b 
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Favershaw,  cf. . 
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Donaghy,  3b. . . . 
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Devens,  3b 
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Martin,  If 
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Robinson,  c 
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McGrath,  If 
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Leonard,  If 
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Goode,  rf 
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Clark,  2b 
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0 
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Walsh,  ss 
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McGuiness,  lb.  . 
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McDermott,  c..  . 

3 
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Adams,  p 
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0 
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0 
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7 

30 
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3 

36  0 6 27  7 0 
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Two-base  hits,  Adams.  Three-base  hits,  Goode.  Base  on  balls,  bv  Barrish 
3,  by  Adams  9.  Hit  by  ball,  Sullivan  by  Adams.  Strikeouts,  by  Barrish  6,  by 
Adams,  9. 

BOSTON  COLLEGE  FRESHMEN  3— LATIN  SCHOOL  2 


ON  APRIL  27  the  team  was  defeated  in  a 10  inning  game  by  the  B.  C.  Fresh- 
men nine  by  the  score  of  3 to  2 at  Alumni  Field.  The  fellows  played  a much 
faster  game  than  they  had  at  Groton  and  although  defeated,  proved  that  they  are 
going  to  be  one  of  the  best  school  teams  in  Boston  this  year.  The  team  they  played 
was  composed  of  much  more  experienced  players,  three  of  whom  were  on  the 
B.  C.  varsity  squad.  To  give  this  team  such  a run  to  win  the  game  was  in  itself  a 
fine  performance.  Owens,  who  did  not  do  so  well  at  Groton,  pitched  the  whole  game 
and  did  an  excellent  job. 

Martin  scored  in  the  second  inning  on  Burke’s  hit  and  Donaghy  crossed  the 
plate  in  the  third  on  a throw  to  second  by  Fitzgerald,  the  B.  C.  catcher,  who  tried 
to  put  Martin  out  at  that  base  for  the  third  out.  The  Freshmen  tied  the  game  up  in 
the  fifth  inning  as  a result  of  two  hits  and  a wild  throw  to  second  base.  Things  were 
quiet  then  until  the  last  of  the  tenth  when  Kelleher  got  to  base,  with  one  out,  on  a 
single.  The  next  man  up  struck  out,  but  Durant,  batting  next,  hit  a fast  single  to 
center  field  and  scored  Kelleher  with  the  winning  run. 

Martin  played  a fine  game  in  left  field,  and  made  one  especially  fine  catch  of  a 
long  foul  that  looked  to  be  impossible  to  catch.  The  team  in  general  also  played  a 
fine  heads-up  game. 

Mantle  and  Fitzgerald,  the  B.  C.  battery,  are  former  Latin  School  boys.  Mantle 
pitched  and  won  a good  many  games  at  this  school  last  year  and  looks  as  though  he 
will  continue  to  do  that  for  B.  C. 

B.  C.  Freshmen  Boston  Latin 
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Ke’her,  If 
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Goode,  rf.  . . . 
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St’k’ger,  3b 
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Finnegan,  2b. 
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Durant,  cf 
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Donaghy,  3b. 
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Mor’sey,  lb 
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Martin,  If.  . . 
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Dumas,  rf 
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McGrath,  cf. 
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Fitzgerald,  c 

. . 4 
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Mclnnis,  lb. 
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C’nery,  ss 
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Walsh , ss.  . 
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Morris,  2b 
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Burke,  c 
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Mantle,  p 
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Owens,  p.  . . . 
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Sullivan,  cf.  . 
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Totals. . . 
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12 

2 
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. . . . 1 2 3 
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9 
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Boston  Latin 

. . . . 0 1 1 
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0 
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0 

0- 

_2 

Runs — Kelleher,  Stokinger,  Morris,  Donaghy,  Martin.  Two-base  hits — Kele- 
her,  Donaghy.  Three-base  hit — Stokinger.  Stolen  bases — Martin,  Mclnnis,  Kelle- 
her, Morrissey,  Fitzgerald.  Sacrifice  hits — Mantle,  Finnegan,  Martin.  Double 
plays — Morris  to  Connery  to  Morrissey;  Mantle  to  Fitzgerald  to  Morrissey.  First 
base  onballs — Off  Mantle  3,  off  Owens.  Passed  ball — Burke.  Time — lh.  50m. 
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LATIN  SCHOOL  5— QUINCY  HIGH  2 
Till!  game  with  Quincy  High  on  May  1 was  the  most  sensational  of  all  the 
games  that  have  been  played  so  far  this  season.  In  the  first  place  the  bus 
in  which  the  trip  was  to  be  made  did  not  show  up  at  2 o’clock,  the  time 
at  which  the  team  was  to  leave  for  Quincy.  The  fellows  all  waited  around  until 
3 o’clock,  and  the  coach  then  decided  that  he  would  hold  practice.  But  first  it  was 
decided  to  call  up  the  Quincy  High  School  and  tell  them  of  the  team’s  predicament. 
This  was  done  and  the  reply  came  from  Quincy  that  the  team  was  still  expected. 
Another  bus  concern  was  then  called  into  play,  and  the  team  finally  started  for 
Quincy  about  3.30  o’clock.  “Play  Ball”  was  called  at  4.45,  and  then  followed  a 
most  remarkable  game.  Quincy  High  made  a run  in  the  second  inning,  and  followed 
it  with  another  in  the  fourth.  This  second  run  was  a result  of  a long  home  run  to 
right  field  by  O'Brien,  the  Quincy  first  baseman.  Latin  School  put  two  runs  across 
the  plate  in  the  eighth  inning  as  a result  of  a base  on  balls  and  two  hits.  In  the  last 
of  the  ninth,  Quincy  put  a man  on  base  as  a result  of  an  error.  With  two  outs  this 
man  tried  to  score  but  was  thrown  out  at  the  plate  on  a fine  play,  Mclnnes  to  Burke. 
This  sent  the  game  into  the  tenth  inning,  in  which  no  runs  were  scored.  In  the  first 
of  the  eleventh,  however,  our  fellows  decided  that  the  game  had  gone  far  enough 
and  determined  to  end  it.  Finnegan,  who  was  up  first,  knocked  out  a single.  Dona- 
ghy  then  proceeded  to  knock  out  a home  run,  bringing  in  two  runs.  Then  came  two 
outs.  Walsh,  up  next,  got  a pass  and  scored  on  Owen’s  double.  Burke  then  knocked 
out  a single,  but  was  thrown  out  stealing  second.  Quincy  High  failed  to  score  in 
their  half  and  the  game  was  ours.  It  was  then  about  7 o’clock. 

It  was  a great  game.  Joe  Goode  pitched  great  ball  and  allowed  only  7 hits  in 
the  eleven  innings.  Walsh  and  Mclnnes  also  played  fine,  and  Donaghv’s  homer  in 
the  eleventh  was  like  a chapter  out  of  a book.  The  team  hasn’t  played  a nine  in- 
ning game  yet,  but  the  long  games  seem  to  agree  with  them. 
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Runs  made,  by  Sullivan,  Owens,  Donaghy,  Finnegan,  Walsh,  O’Brien,  Nichols. 
Home  runs,  Donaghy,  O’Brien.  Base  on  balls,  by  Goode,  by  Lubarsky  4.  Struck 
out,  by  Goode  5,  by  Lubarsky  7.  Double  plays,  Donaghy,  Finnegan  and  Mclnnes. 
Hit  by  pitched  ball,  by  Lubarsky,  Owens.  Time  2h.  15m.  Umpire,  Silva. 
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Salesman:  “Now  I’ll  throw  in  the 
clutch.” 

Bored  One:  “Good.  I knew  you’d 
throw  in  something  if  I waited  long 
enough.” 

REGISTER 

Hostess:  “But  why  haven’t  you 
brought  your  wife?” 

Professor:  “Dear,  dear!  How  careless 
of  me— and  I tied  a knot  in  my  handker- 
chief, too.” 

REGISTER 

Vulgar  Customer  (disgustedly):  “Hi, 
waiter,  what  d’you  call  this  stuff?” 

Waiter:  “That  ver  good  soup— Creme 
Reine.” 

“I  can  taste  the  rain  all  right,  but  the 
cook’s  forgot  the  cream.” 

REGISTER 

Our  idea  of  the  meanest  man  on  earth 
is  the  barber  who  puts  hair  restorer  in 
his  shaving  cream. 


Captain  (harshly):  “Button  up  that 
coat.” 

Married  Recruit  (absently):  “Yes, 
my  dear.”  — Virginia  Sniper 

REGISTER 

Nervous  Woman  (to  persistent  beg- 
gar): “If  I give  you  a piece  of  pudding 
you  will  never  return,  will  you?” 

Beggar:  “Well,  lady,  you  know  your 
puddin’  better  than  I do.” 

REGISTER 

Mrs.  Sambo:  “Sambo!  Sambo!  Wake 
up!” 

Sambo:  “I  can’t.” 

Mrs.  Sambo:  “Why  can’t  you?” 

Sambo:  “I  ain’t  asleep.” 

REGISTER 

The  hand  that  rocks  the  roadster  is 
the  hand  that  wrecks  the  world. 

REGISTER 

‘Woe”  is  me,”  said  the  horse  as  he 
stopped. 


A picture  to  remember  our  classmates  by  is  a more 
treasured  possession  as  the  years  widen  the  gap  between  us. 

CLASS  PHOTOGRAPHERS  FOR 
LATIN  SCHOOL  1919-1920 

164  Tremont  Street 

Telephone  Beach  2687 

Special  Rates  to  Students  and  Teachers 


SAW  YOUR  AD  IN  THE  REGISTER 


LATIN  SCHOOL  R E G I S T E R 


TYPEWRITERS 


ALL  MAKES 


-UNDERWOOD  1 

REMINGTON  ( 

ROYAL  1 

L.  C.  SMITH  ) 

$17.50  Up  in  PRICE 


REBUILTS 


BARLOW  & RAPHAEL,  Inc. 

37  BROM FIELD  ST.  Congress  7171  BOSTON,  MASS. 

AGENTS  for  Underwood-  Remington  and  Corona  Portable  Typewriters 
Rented  - Sold  - Repaired  - Bought. 


DISTINCTIVE 
DRESS  CLOTHES 

TO  RENT 

FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 

Full  Dress,  Tuxedo  and 
Cutaway  Suits,  Silk  Hats 
Shoes,  Shirts,  etc. 

COMPLETE  OUTFITTERS 

Clothing  Ready  to  Wear 
and  Made  to  Measure 

Special  Discount  To 
BOSTON  LATIN  STUDENTS 


EDWARD  F.  P.  BURNS  COMPANY 


Second  Floor 


LAW  STUDENTS 

THE  BOSTON 
UNIVERSITY  LAW 
SCHOOL 

Trains  students  In  principles  of  the 
law  and  the  technique  of  the  profession 
and  prepares  them  for  active  practice 
wherever  the  English  system  of  law  pre- 
vails. Course  of  LL.  B.  fitting  for  ad- 
mission to  the  bar,  requires  three 
school  years. 

Post  graduate  course  of  one  year 
leads  to  degree  of  LL.  M. 

Two  years  of  college  work  is  required 
for  admission. 

By  arrangement  with  the  College  of 
Liberal  Arts  of  Boston  University  stu- 
dents may  obtain  the  A.  B.  and  LL.  B. 
degrees  both  in  six  years. 

Special  Scholarships  $75  per  year  to 
college  graduates. 


For  Catalogue  Address 
HOMER  ALBERS,  Dean 
11  Ashburton  Place,  Boston 


125  SUMMER  ST.,  BOSTON 


^AMERICAN 


☆ COMPANY  ☆ 


ENGRAVING  - DESIGNING 
AND  ELECTROTYPING. 
-94  ARCH  STREET- 
— BOSTON— 


SAW  YOUR  AD  IN  THE  REGISTER 
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NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 

SCHOOL  OF  ENGINEERING 


CLASS  IN  SURVEYING  FIELD  WORK,  NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 

COURSES  OFFERED 

The  School  of  Engineering,  Northeastern  University  offers  four-year 
college  courses  of  study,  in  co-operation  with  engineering  firms,  in  the 
following  branches  of  engineering,  leading  to  the  Bachelor’s  degree: 

I.  Civil  Engineering. 

II.  Mechanical  Engineering. 

III.  Electrical  Engineering. 

IV.  Chemical  Engineering. 

V.  Administrative  Engineering. 

REQUIREMENTS  FOR  ADMISSION 

Graduates  of  the  Boston  Latin  School  who  have  included  Algebra  to 
Quadratics,  Plane  Geometry  and  four  years  of  English  in  their  courses  of 
study  are  admitted  without  examinations. 

EARNINGS 

The  earnings  of  the  students  for  their  services  with  co-operating  firms  vary 
from  $250  to  $600  per  year. 

APPLICATION 

An  application  blank  will  be  found  inside  the  back  cover  of  the  catalog. 
Copies  will  also  be  mailed  upon  request.  These  should  be  forwarded  to 
the  school  at  an  early  date. 

CATALOG 

For  a catalog  or  any  further  information  in  regard  to  the  school,  address 

CARL  S.  ELL,  Dean 

School  of  Engineering  316  Huntington  Ave.  Northeastern  University 

Boston  17,  Massachusetts 
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NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 

2Dap  &cfjool  of  PusinesiS  &bmmtetration 

T raining  for  Leadership 
Business,  Social,  Civic 

Two-year  and  four-year  courses  leading  to  Junior  Certidcale  ana 
degrees  of  Bachelor  of  Business  Administration  and 
Master  of  Business  Administration 

FIELDS  OF  SPECIALIZATION 

Accounting  Finance  and  Banking 

Merchandising  Retailing  and  Retail  Store 

Industrial  Management  Management 

Administration  Personnel  Management 

Marketing  Sales  Management 

PROGRESSIVE  METHODS 

Problem  Method  of  Instruction,  Analysis  of  Actual  Business 
Problems,  Home  Study  Projects,  Individual  and  Group  Surveys 
of  Business,  Motion  Pictures  on  Basic  Industries,  Personal 
Conferences  with  Executives. 

STUDENT  LIFE 

Student  representation  from  many  states  and  countries.  Democratic  in  spirit.  Each  student’s 
voice  counts  in  every  program.  Varsity  athletics:  basketball,  baseball,  track,  soccer,  gymnasium 
and  swimming  pool.  Dramatics,  glee  clubs,  minstrels,  orchestra.  Wholesome  social  atmosphere: 
fraternities,  and  other  student  organizations. 

Freshman  enrolment  limited.  Early  application  for  admission  advisable. 

Catalog  and  further  information  on  request 

TURNER  F.  GARNER,  Dean 
316  Huntington  Avenue,  Boston,  Massachusetts 
Young  Men’s  Christian  Association 


Compliments  of 


THE  HARVARD  DRUG 
CO. 


644  Huntington  Ave. 


Rosenfield  & Rapkin  Co. 

High  School  Uniforms 

For  Quality  Merchandise,  We  Have  The 
Lowest  Prices 

CHEVRONS 

All  Ranks  In  Stock  Or  Made  While  You  Wait 
OPEN  EVENINGS  15  SCHOOL  ST. 

(Up  One  Flight) 


DORRETY  ^'BOSTON 

387  Washington  St  —Tel- 6185  Main 

CLASS  PINS 

RINGS  --  CHARMS  --  MEDALS 
FRAT  PINS-LOVING  CUPS-TROPHIES 

Send  for  ^EMBLEMS  Cata,°9 


SAXOPHONE  PUPILS 

START  RIGHT,  SAVE  TIME,  GET  AHEAD, 

For  a good  foundation  see 


EVERARD  WILLSON 
Instructor  on  the  Saxophone 
TOLL  SCHOOL  OF  MUSIC 
52  STUART  ST.,  BOSTON. 
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WISE  BEES  SAVE  HONEY 


WISE  FOLKS  SAVE  MONEY 


“I’M  GOING  TO  COLLEGE  IN  THE  FALL. 

Yes,  the  money’s  in  the  bank  for  my  entrance  fees. 

Dad  says  he’s  proud  of  my  thrift  and  is  willing  to  face  the  sacrifices 
necessary  to  help  me  through. 

Working  after  school  and  during  vacations,  combined  with  careful  plan- 
ning and  saving,  has  made  this  possible.” 

Boost  YOUR  school  account.  Pave  the  way  to  college. 


HOME  SAVINGS  BANK 


75  TREMONT  STREET 


BOSTON,  MASS. 


HUNTINGTON  SUMMER  SCHOOL 

Preparation  for  colleges  and  technical  schools.  A full  unit  of  work  is  covered 
in  each  course  offered.  An  excellent  opportunity  to  make  up  conditions  or  to 
prepare  for  fall  examinations. 

SESSIONS  BEGIN  JUNE  29. 

Send  for  booklet 

HUNTINGTON  SCHOOL 

320  HUNTINGTON  AYE.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 


Jsdubcnts’  Supplies 

Loose  Leaf  Books,  Fillers,  Fountain  Pens,  Eversharps,  Drawing  Pencils,  etc. 

picture  anti  Btploma  Jf  raining 

Stand  and  Swing  hand  carved  Photo  Frames, 

Developing  and  Printing 

Note:  10 % discount  on  SI. 00  purchases  or  over 
to  all  students  who  mention  this  Ad. 

port's  Ulrt  &tore 

235  Huntington  Ave.,  Boston,  Mass. 

St.  James  Theatre  Block  Open  etenings 

SAW  YOUR  AD  IN  THE  REGISTER 


Angel  Guardian  Press,  Boston 


LATIN  SCHOOL  R E CIS  T E R 


HIBERNIA  SAVINGS  BANK 

16  Court  Street 


One  Dollar  Starts  An  Account 


Begin  Saving  Now 


JAMES  M.  CURLEY  President 


The 

Suffolk  Law  School 

Young  Man’s 

20th  year  opens  Sept.  21,  1925 

Club 

ONE  DOLLAR  PER  YEAR 

Day  Sessions  10  A.  M . & 4-80  P.  M. 

Evening  Sessions  6 & 7.30  P.  M . 

A Membership  Ticket 

Entitles  you  to  use  of 

RECEPTION  ROOM 

Four  year  course — L.  L .B.  Degree 
Tuition  $100  per  year.  Payable  quarterly 

A Place  to  meet  your  Men  Friends 

LIBRARY 

Main  Building  erected  1920-1921 
Annex  erected  1923-1924 

Over  10,000  Volumes 

HOSTESS  ROOM 

An  attractive  Home  Room  where  you 
can  meet  your  women  friends. 

Small  Extra  Charge  for 

Largest  law  school  in  New  England, 
Highest  percentage  in  July  1924 
and  January  1925  Bar  exams  of  any 
evening  law  school  for  men. 

Send  for  bulletin  of  statistics 

GYMNASIUM 

Catalog  upon  Application 

Day  and  Evening  Classes 

Gymnastic  Dances-Music 

THE  ~ UNION 

GLEASON  L.  ARCHER,  L.  L.  B.,  Dean 

20  Derne  St.  Rear  of  State  House 

Boston,  Mass. 

48  BOYLSTON  STREET 

Telephone  Haymarket  0836 

SAW  YOUR  AD  IN'  THE  REGISTER 
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HIBERNIA  SAVINGS  BANK 

16  Court  Street 


One  Dollar  Starts  An  Account 


Begin  Saving  Now 


JAMES  M.  CURLEY  President 


The 

Suffolk  Law  School 

Young  Man’s 

20th  year  opens  Sept.  21,  1925 

Club 

ONE  DOLLAR  PER  YEAR 

Day  Sessions  10  A.  M.  & J^.80  P.  M. 

Evening  Sessions  6 & 7.30  P.  M . 

A Membership  Ticket 

Entitles  you  to  use  of 

RECEPTION  ROOM 

Four  year  course — L.  L .B.  Degree 
Tuition  $100  per  year.  Payable  quarterly 

A Place  to  meet  your  Men  Friends 

LIBRARY 

Main  Building  erected  1920-1921 
Annex  erected  1923-1924 

Over  10,000  Volumes 

HOSTESS  ROOM 

An  attractive  Home  Room  where  you 
can  meet  your  women  friends. 

Small  Extra  Charge  for 

Largest  law  school  in  New  England 
Highest  percentage  in  July  1924 
and  January  1925  Bar  exams  of  any 
evening  law  school  for  men. 

Send  for  bulletin  of  statistics 

GYMNASIUM 

Catalog  upon  Application 

Day  and  Evening  Classes 

Gymnastic  Dances-Music 

THE  ~ UNION 

GLEASON  L.  ARCHER,  L.  L.  B„  Dean 

20  Derne  St.  Rear  of  State  House 

Boston,  Mass. 

48  BOYLSTON  STREET 

Telephone  Haymarket  0836 
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